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shapeless cotton trousers stained with bananas and butchery,
loose cotton shirts, and battered straw hats. Some wear
leather sandals with thongs between the great and second toe,
Japanese fashion, but the majority have feet so wide and so
tough that the pain comes in putting on shoes, not going
without them. All that is required to transform one of these
labourers into a soldier is the addition of a red or blue ribbon
in the hat and a strip of coloured piping down the pants leg.
Enormous glittering chevrons are furnished for the non-
commissioned officers and are simply pinned to the shirt
because promotions and demotions come swiftly and un-
expectedly ! The women in the low country wear simple
white blouses and skirts of coarse cloth. These garments
they are constantly thumping against the rocks and it is seldom
indeed that one finds a girl on the street without clean clothes.
Why do travellers get so excited over nude natives in the
sea or the river ? My moving picture men were forever trying
to sneak a little footage of this type, even though they knew
my instructions were to see that no footage of this sort was to
be exposed except on assignment.
Now, my relations with these moving picture men were
most cordial. We drank together, sang together, roistered
around together. We worked long hard hours under the
brassy sun. Yet, let my back be turned only long enough to
buy a bottle of beer or placate a Customs official or a local
Comandante, and sure enough, when I came back, I was bound
to be confronted with the spectacle of these men grinding
away at the native women in the river or the sea.
I suppose it is because my life has been spent so largely in
tropical countries that I am insensible to the intrigue of nude
native women industriously pounding clothes on a rock.
Evidently this is sure-fire stuff for the news-reels. Why, I
don't know. As a boy in Japan I used to bathe in public
pools in mixed company without thinking anything about it
except that I was naturally conscious of my own white skin
in contrast to the copper of the others. In northern Luzon,
as a schoolboy, I used to pass bronze Igorot women assiduously
washing their powerful limbs and ample breasts with no more